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Little Dobbs. 
MACHINE.” 

Hairdresser (who does not appreciate ‘‘ chaff”). ‘‘No, Str, ’TAIN’T A 
Mow1n’ MacuHINneE. It’s MEANT TO GIVE GENTLEMEN FRESH HAIR.” 


‘*HvuLLo! WHAT’S THAT? 


Looks LIKE A MowInc 





OPERATIC NOTES. 


Thursday, July 13.—Alas! Your Operatic Notable, who has 
been longing to witness the production at Covent Garden of 
Messaline, by one ISIDORE DE LARA, a name in itself suggestive 
of a romantic operatic tenor with a touch of Byronic poesy in 
him, was unavoidably prevented by his uncompromising Medicine 
Man from being present in propria persona, and so had to 
delegate his powers to a competent and perfectly unpreju- 
diced representative, from whose report it appears that 
the House was filled to overflowing by a most enthusiastic 
audience; but whether the general enthusiasm, like Bob 
Acres’ courage, gradually ‘‘oozed 'out’’ before the curtain 
deseended on the final tableau of the third act, or whether from 
being ‘‘ general’’ it became “a trifle too particular,’’ and so 
continued diminuendo, ‘‘ small by degrees, and beautifully less,”’ 
it seems certain that considerable leakage of favourable 
sentiment had taken place during the artistically excellent 
performance of the work; and it might have evaporated 
entirely, but for the undoubted superiority of the final scene, 
aided by the singing and admirable acting of Mme. HEGLON 
as Messaline, supported by M. ALVAREZ, ‘going strong,’’ as 
the gladiator Hélion (“quite the He lion,’’ as WAGSTAFF 
took an opportunity of whispering to a helpless acquaint- 
ance), and by M. RENAUD, capital as Hares. The others were 
good, but of them my deponent speaketh not. As for the 
costumes and the scenic effect, the Covent Garden Stage 
Management seems to have surpassed itself, and then gone 
one better. Such is the report of The Deponent Representa- 
tive. As the poet observed of his own John Gilpin, ‘‘ When 


he next doth ride abroad, May I be there to see!” so, 
when Messaline is repeated, may it be when ‘the Rover is 
free,” which is possible on any night save a Wednesday, and 
your Operatic Notable, rétabli, will then and there, sitting as 
Supreme Judge of the High Court of Punch-and-Judicature, 
decide whether this present somewhat unsatisfactory verdict 





is to be reversed or confirmed. 


NEW WORDS FOR AN OLD TUNE. 


“T aM in a strait, Isaac GORDON, 
1 am in a strait, a strait financially. 
I have sought help at the Bank, Isaac GORDON, 
And in the humble shop where the Golden Balls hang three.”’ 
‘* Sixty per cent.,’’ said IsAAc GORDON, 
‘*Is all 1 ask on good security.’’ 
The security was sound, 
So he lent him fifty pound, 
And the borrower the money took, and rejoicing home went he. 


‘*Give me a little time, IsAac GoRDON, 
Just a little time for ‘ turning round,’ ”’ said he. 
‘* What ’s a paltry fifty pound, Isaac GORDON ? 
A paltry fifty pound, it is nought ’twixt you and me, 
They told me you were kind, Isaac GORDON, 
And treated all your clients tenderly. 
You wear a pleasant smile, 
And I’m sure you ’re free from guile, 
And I’m drifting to the Dismal Court, the Court of Bankruptcy.”’ 


And it’s never, never, never, ISAAC GORDON, 
Never you that precious fifty pound will see, 
Though you call him names by letter, ISAAc GORDON, 
And put in an execution on his private property. 
You have flung away your cash into the gutter, 
And have set the law in motion uselessly. 
For the creditors distrain, 
And the brokers ‘‘ broke”’ in vain, 
When a debtor ’s reached the haven of complete Insolvency. 








RATHER STARTLING FOR WILLIAM. 


THE GERMAN EMPEROR languidly took up his Times. The 
weather was uncommonly hot. ‘‘The place of the Emperor in 
the Constitution,’ he read, in the correspondence from Berlin, 
‘*is often absurdly exaggerated ’’—(‘‘ Hallo! ’’ quoth WILLIAM)— 
‘especially abroad, and nowhere more than in England.’’ 
(‘‘Hum! I don’t know so much about that,’’ muttered WILLIAM 
to himself.) Then he read on how a judgment of the Supreme 
Court at Leipzig, in a case of lése~majesté, had emphasized such 
doctrines as follow; first, ‘‘ In the German Empire sovereignty is 
vested, not in the Emperor, but in all the Federated Governments 
together.’”’ (‘‘Oh, indeed!’’ quoth WILLIAM satirically, ‘‘ and, 
may I ask, where do I come in?’’) Secondly, how wrong 
it is to speak of ‘‘The Sovereign of Germany ’’—(‘‘ Depends 
how he’s spoken of,’’ muttered WILLIAM)—or ‘‘The German 
Monarch.”’ (‘‘ Because I’m plus que Monarque, 1’m several 
monarchs rolled into one !—What next?’’) Thirdly, ‘‘ there is 
no Sovereign of Germany.’’ (‘‘Hallo!’’) Fourthly, ‘only a 
Sovereign German Empire.”’ (!!! 

WILLIAM paused, and then looked around to see if there were 
any one present who wasn’t doing exactly what he ought to be 
doing, but finding himself ‘‘ unobserved,’’ he drew a deep draught 
of the coolest Moselle cup, and in a calmer mood continued his 
perusal. Then he gathered from the legal opinion there expressed, 

that, in making aspeech from the Throne, as long as the Emperor 
quoted sentiments, with or without approval, such quotations, 

as used by His Imperial Majesty, might be freely criticised 
by any one; but that when the Emperor happened to express 
‘*his own personal opinion’’—and here WILLIAM, having read 

to the end, summed it up for himself at the top of his voice, 

‘* Then nobody must take any notice of it in any way whatever !’’ 

An aide-de-camp, startled by the explosion, looked in to know 

if the Emperor had summoned him. ‘ No,’’ brusquely, he hadn’t. 

‘* Had His Imperial Majesty seen the sentence pronounced on the 

Socialist editor ?’’ inquired the tactful official. Eh? No. It had 

escaped the Imperial notice. The aide-de-camp read, ‘‘ Socialist 

editor condemned to four months’ imprisonment for criticising 

what he must have known to be the Emperor’s private and 

personal opinions.”’ 

WILLIAM breathed easier. ‘‘ You may leave me.”’ The aide- 
de-camp withdrew. WILLIAM looked into the silver flagon. 
There was still some refreshment left. ‘‘So perish all my 
critics. Now,’’ he added gaily, ‘‘shall I paint some his- 
torical pictures, or have a naval or military review, or—stay— 
I won’t go to Cowes.”’ 








WARNING TO MUSICIANS AND INSTRUMENT MAKERS.—There ’s 





an old proverb against touching ‘ pitch.’’ Better toss it up. 
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THE ANGLO-SAXON RACE. 


HArvarnp AND YALE Vv. OxForD AND CAMBRIDGE, QuEEN’s CLUB, JULY 22, 1899. 
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THE SHUTTLE-HEN. 


(In humble imitation of that very clever 
play ‘* The Weather-Hen,”’ now running 
at the Comedy.) 


ACT I. ScENE—Mrs. PRIOR’s Boudoir in 
Regent’s Park. 


Mrs. Prior. I do wish, MARVEL, you 
wouldn’t write your plays in my boudoir. 
They ’re not at all the sort of plays which 
ought to be written in a lady’s boudoir. 

Marvel (looking up from his writing). 
They ’re far too improper to be written 
in my study. 

Mrs. Prior. At least you might refrain 
from smoking here. 

Marvel. I can’t write without smoking. 

Mrs. Prior. Dicky thinks it’s awfully 
bad form to smoke in my room, 

Marvel (politely). Dicky ? 

Mrs. Prior. DICKY BATTYE. 

Marvel. Dicky BattryE! You can’t 
expect me to take the opinion of a youth 
with a name like that. 

Mrs. Prior. JIMMY thinks so too. 

Marvel (pained). JIMMY! Idowish you 
would give up calling your friends by these 
deplorable nicknames. Do, to oblige me. 

Mrs. Prior (proudly). JumMy and I are 
Pals. We call each other ‘‘old Pal’ in 
conversation. Such a pretty habit! 

Marvel. Ah, you mean Mr. FERGUSON, 
the moralist with the atrocious clothes, 
who always glares at one with the whites 
of his eyes, in conversation. I wish you ’d 
speak to him about it. 

Mrs. Prior (with dignity). Do you wish 
me to leave your roof? 

Marvel. To be perfectly frank, I rather 
think I do. 

Mrs. Prior (scornfully). In order that 
you may continue to carry on your intrigue 
with MAUDE VERTUE? By the way, your 
friends are not always very happily named. 

Marvel. Lucus a non lucendo, my love. 

Mrs. Prior. Then I will go at once. 
(Puts on hat and feather boa.) Heavens, 
I nearly forgot IpsEN. (Takes up well- 
thumbed copy of the Dramatist’s works.) 
Goodbye, MARVEL. 

Marvel (returning to his writing). Good- 
bye. Would you mind closing the front 
door quietly after you? 

Mrs. Prior. Brute! 

[Exit o. 
slams three times. 

Marvel (sighing). I knew she couldn’t 
resist slamming that door. They all do it 
since the Doll’s House. But once would 
have been sufficient. 


ACT II. Scenz—Dickxy Batrykr’s Cottage 
at Staines. Mrs. PRIOR, clasping IBSEN 
firmly in her hand, is ushered in by 
impassive manservant. 


Mrs. Prior. Will you say Mrs. PRIOR is 
here? (Exit man.) How glad Dicky will 
be to see me! 

[Enter Dicky hurriedly. Mrs. PRIOR 
throws herself into his arms. 

Dicky (nervously). Here, I say, you 
know! 

Mrs. Prior. Dicky, I have left my hus- 
band for ever. In future I am going to 
live with you. 

Dicky (much confused). Yes... but... 
the fact is, my father’s here—and Mr. 
FERGUSON—JiMMY FERGUSON, you know. 
Won’t they think it rather odd ? 

Mrs. Prior. How provoking! You must 
send them away at once. 





Presently the front door 
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‘WHAT ARE YOU CRYING FoR, Boy ?”—‘‘ BooHoo! FARVER’S ILL IN BED.” 
‘©WHaT’s THE MATTER WITH HIM !”—‘‘ Doctor sAYEs ’E’s GoT Drirus FEVER.” 


fea he 





Dicky. But I can’t send Papa away. 
He ’d stop my allowance. 
Mrs. Prior (reproachfully). You don’t 
care for me, Dicky! Mr. Battye. Indeed! Then I shall stop 
Dicky. What rot! Of course I care for | your allowance. 
you awfully. But a fellow can’t elope| Dicky (to Mrs. Prior). I told you he 
with a married woman under the eyes of | would. 
his father, can he? It would be absurd. | Mrs. Prior. Never mind, Dicky. I’ll 
[Enter Mr. BATTYE and FERGUSON. | go back to the stage and earn enough for 
Mrs. Prior. JIMMY! both ofus. (Waving IBSENintheair.) Here 
Ferguson (gloomily). What are you doing | is that which shall make our fortunes. 
here, old Gal—I mean Pal ? | Mr. Battye. That hasn’t been my ex- 
Dicky (jealous). I say, FERGUSON ! | perience of IBSEN productions. 
Mr. Battye (suspiciously). Er ...| Jimmy. Nor mine. " 
RICHARD . . . Who is this lady? [Displays a large hole in his coat. 
Dicky (virtuously). The Trewth, old Pal.| Mrs. Prior. Well, Dicky? 
Mrs. Prior. I am Mrs. PRIOR, the wife; Mr. Battye. Well, RICHARD? 
of the dramatist. Ihave left my husband| Dicky. Er... well «< . the fact is, 
|Mrs. Prior, if living on IBSEN means 


Mr. Battye. With my,son? RICHARD, 
is this true? 
Dicky (ruefully). Afraid so, father. 





and am going to live with Dicky. 
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(A Sketch at a Regatta. 





““WHAT’S IN A NAME?” 











A warning to “‘ the Cloth” when up the River.) 








wearing clothes like that, I think I must 
decline. 
Mr. Battye. Quite right, my boy. 


return to MARVEL by the next train! 
| ACT III.—Sceng as in Act I. MARVEL 


writing plays at a side table. The 
| front door closes with a crash. 





Marvel, That door again. It must be 
my wife. I knowher slam. (Enter Mrs. 
PRIOR.) Is that you, my love? Have you 

| left anything behind ? 
| Mrs. Prior. MARVEL, I have come back 
| to you. 
Beret. Oh, no, you haven’t. 
Returns to his writing. 
Manservant. Mr. FERGUSON. 
Mrs. Prior. Jimmy! 
Marvel. Oh, confound. 

[Exit 0. hurriedly. 

| Ferguson (in his abrupt manner). Old 
| Pal, what is it ? 
Mrs. Prior. JIMMY, what am I to do? 
| I left MARVEL this morning to go and live 
with Dicky at Staines. Dicky wouldn’t 
have me. I leave Dicky and return to 
live with MARVEL. MARVEL won’t have 
me. 1am bandied to and fro like a shuttle- 
cock. 

Ferguson (who has views on the Sex 
Question). Shuttle-hen. 

Mrs. Prior. It’s the same thing. 

Ferguson (briefly). Not a bit. 
different. 

Mrs. Prior. Jimmy, don’t argue. And 
don’t glare with the whites of your eyes 
like that. My husband asked me to speak 
to you about it. 

Ferguson (snappishly). 
husband. 


Quite 


You have no 





Mrs. Prior (with decision). Then I shall | you 





Mrs. Prior. That unfortunately appears | 
to be the case. 
Ferguson (gruffly). What can I do “ 

? 


Mrs. Prior (persuasively). You might 
run away with me, if you would. 

Ferguson. No, thanks. I’m going to 
Australia. You ’d much better stay here. 

Mrs. Prior. With MARVEL? 

Ferguson. Certainly. 

Mrs. Prior. Butit’simpossible. People 
don’t do those things, as dear Hedda 
Gabler used to say. 

Ferguson. Look. here, do you love 
MARVEL ? 

Mrs. Prior (energetically). I hate him! 

Ferguson. Stay and live with him, then. 
It’s the greatest punishment you can 
inflict on a husband. 

Mrs. Prior. That’s not in IBSEN. 

Ferguson. No. It’s been discovered 
since. And remember, no more Battle- 
dore and Shuttle-hen. It’s a dangerous 
game. (Aside.) Poor MARVEL! 

[Exit hastily. 








EXCHANGE AND MART. 


Two dozen Fish Knives, in good order, 
handles only missing; will exchange for 
200-gallon Galvanised Iron Tank, or any- 
thing useful.—P., Box 5446. 

Old Bedstead, very rare, owned by Queen 
ELIZABETH, must sell, owner going abroad. 
—Apply M.E., Low Street, Shadwell. 

For Sale, excellent Towel-horse, in 
thorough.repair, price 10s.; will take 1s.; 
worth double.—B. 44 K. 

What offers? Horse, reversible spring- 





less carriage; also pack of cards, nearly 
new. No dealers.—W., Box 55. 





Exceptional bargains. Patent Mechani- 
eal Zulu, nearly expired; also Season 
Ticket, Earl’s Court, 1898. First offer 
accepted. Only reason for selling, hard 
up.—Q., Box 222. 





CRICKET IN DAYS TO COME, 


[According to a contemporary, bic —_ paths have 

been recently laid out on several erican links, 

so that the golfers, accompanied by their caddies, 

can mount their bicycle and pedal after the balls. 

The Oakland Golf Club is about to construct a 

rivate tramway line completely encircling the 
; chairs and iced drinks will be provided. ] 

At the England v. Australian match 
played at Lord’s yesterday, a motor-car 
was at hand by the batting wicket so that 
the batsman, after making a hit, could 
leap into the car and score his runs with- 
out much physical exertion; all the 
fielders, with the exception of the bowler 
and the wicket-keep, were mounted on 
donkeys. To gallop after the ball, spring 
from their steeds, and gallop back was the 
work of a few moments, and save for the 
mounting and dismounting, entailed but 
slight trouble on the part of the fielders. 

The bowling-crease was covered with a 
board, over which the roller-skates of the 
bowler moved with hardly a motion. 

The wieket-keep was supported by a 
patent shooting-stick seat, while behind 
the wicket itself was an arrangement in 
the form of an umbrella, by which the 
batsmen were protected from the sun. 

The umpires were seated in easy chairs 
to which the umbrella arrangement was 
affixed, with iced drinks close at hand. 

The batsman who was not in play rested 
quietly in a swinging hammock, while an 
automatic dummy did the running. 
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LA FRANCE HUMILIEE. 
GUILLAUME GRACIEUX. HUMBERT CONTENT. 
DREYFUS AU SEIN DU LUXE. 

Vor le résultat des conspirations du Syndicat de Trahison, 
aidé par l’ignoble LouBEt, Soon des manceuvres mouchardes du 
Grand Prix, président des assommeurs du Pavillon d’Armenon- 
ville! A bas LouseT! L’espion GILETTA est gracié. GUILLAUME 
d’Allemagne ose adresser des éloges & la marine francaise. 
DREYFUS, sans chaines, respirant l’airde la France, & son aise dans 
une bonne chambre, mange de magnifiques repas commandés par 
l’infame Syndicat anglais-juif, de luxueux repas ol se trouvent 
tous les plats les plus succulents, sauf le pore bien entendu. 
C’est & espérer que le Syndicat lui sert des plats anglais, du 
cabage & l’eau, des mutton shops, du Yorck pudding, de la minth 
sauce—oh, horreur !—du thé, et du café anglais. Une tasse de 
café & l’anglaise? Ah non, pas ca! Méme pour le plus 
abominable traitre qui ait jamais existé ce serait une torture 
trop terrible. 

Et V’illustre Baron de CHRISTIANI—pour le moment je suis allié 
et admirateur des nobles, et grand amateur de titres et de 
““de,”’ ce qui est assez dréle—lui qui a voulu sauver notre 
malheureux pays en écrasant le chapeau de PANAMA 1**, languit 
en prison, et mange l’abominable nourriture d’un forgat. Sans 
aucune doute le Syndicat lui servira tét ou tard une tasse de ce 
café anglais, & la mode des coupes de vin offertes par les BORGIA. 

A vrai dire il y a des personnes, méme DEROULEDE et le Prince 
HENRI D’ORLEANS—encore un titre !—qui disent que DREYFUS est 
peut-étre innocent. Imbéciles! (a m’est égal. Coupable ou 
innocent, qu’importe? Il est DREY¥Fus! 

GILETTA gracié! A force de s’humilier devant HUMBERT le 
misérable LOUBET espére étre invité & rendre visite & son ami 
italien l’hiver prochain. PANAMA 1** s’amusant au milieu des 
délices de Capoue! Avec lui,son ami DRey¥Fvs, futur président 
des Panamistes. Et M. DE CHRISTIANI, toujours en prison, 
pourvu qu’il n’ait pas bu la tasse de café, mangeant du pain des 
forgats, et buvant de l’eau de Seine, pas encore trés-pure ! 

GUILLAUME gracieux! Oh, hontesupréme! L’année prochaine 
il viendra visiter notre Exposition. Déguisé en femme voilée ? 
Case peut. Ouvertement, en amide LouBET? Non! Il vaudrait 
mieux incendier tout que de le laisser entrer. 

DREYFus & son aise! Un vrai luxe de prison, pourvu qu’on 
ne lui serve pas de la minth sauce. 

Et les patriotes? Mais il n’y en a plus, de patriotes, au 
pluriel. Il n’y a qu’un seul patriote, moi-méme. Que faire? 
Est-ce que je puis rester en France, humiliée par tous les 
traitres ? Non, mille fois non! Ou donc faut-il aller? Pas en 
Italie, pas en Allemagne, pas en Autriche, alliées de la Triplice. 
Pas en Turquie, chez l’ami de GUILLAUME. En Russie? Ah 
non, c’est un climat insupportable, et j’aime la chaleur. En 
Angleterre? Paysdela minth sauce et du brouillard, impossible! 
En Espagne, dans un chateau? Non, on y mange trés mal. En 
Norvege? A Bergen, lieu de l’humiliation de la France, non! 
Au Transvaal? On y devient riche, mais la brutale Angleterre 
écrasera la petite République. A Monte Carlo? C’est le 
territoire d’un Dreyfusard. Partout se trouvent des Anglais, 
des Juifs, des Dreyfusards. 

Sapristi, j’ai une idée! L’Ile du Diable n’est plus occupée. 
C’est un terrain & louer présentement, comme disent les 
annonces. Je le louerai, je ferai désinfecter toute l’ile, je 
ferai construire une jolie villa, et j’irai m’y installer, loin de 
la patrie ingrate, loin des Juifs, des Panamistes, et des traitres, 
dans le seul lieu ou les Dreyfusards seront désormais inconnus. 

HENRI TROPFORT. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


The Strange Story of Hester Wynne (SMITH, ELDER) is strange 
indeed. G. CoLMORE (Mrs. or Miss?) has evidently studied 
CHARLOTTE BRONT#, run up and down Wuthering Heights, and 
cherishes girlhood reminiscences of The Castle of Otranto. 
The delirium tremens and drink-taint business is not alluring. 
But, in the main, the incidents of the story, mostly happening 
after dark, have a fascination that makes it difficult to put down 
the book till the end is reached. Jesse Pimpernel is a good 
slimy, fly-by-night villain of the melodramatic age. The tens 
drawn character is his mother. Surely, in some gloomy break- 
fast room, Mrs. or Miss has knelt behind that broad back bent 
in morning prayer? The book is so powerfully written, my 
Baronite wishes Mrs. or Miss a pleasanter inspiration for her 
next work. 

The reading of Appreciations and Addresses delivered by Lord 
Rosebery (JOHN LANE) induces the belief that we have in Lord 








Ir WALKING SKIRTS GET ANY LONGER, WE FORESEE A NEW 
EMPLOYMENT FOR THE LONDON Boy. 








ROSEBERY, not one, but all mankind’s epitome. A public man 
who can range from ‘*‘ ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON ”’ to ‘‘ Sport,”’ 
from *‘MR. GLADSTONE’’ to ‘*The Happy Town Councillor,”’’ 
from ‘* ROBERT BURNS” to the ‘ English-speaking Brother- 
hood ’’—not to speak of all the other subjects dealt with in this 
fascinating little volume—is more than a mere individual ; he is 
a national possession of incalculable value. Lord ROSEBERY 
has in perfection the light ironic touch, the playful self- 
depreciation, the rapier-like humour wielded with the deft, 
unerring skill of a master-fencer—all, or nearly all, the 
qualities, in fact, that make a public speech a delight instead 
of a weariness to those who listen. For the purposes of 
permanency the Appreciations and Addresses are, of course, of 
unequal value, and speaking as a humble reader, the Baron’s 
Deputy prefers the Appreciations, most of which have a very 
high literary and critical value. Mr. CHARLES GRAKE has per- 
formed his editorial duties with good taste and discrimination, 
and his short notes are models of the note introductory. 

Major W. P. Drury, of the Royal Marines, is a writer of 
short tales somewhat after the manner of Mr. JAcoss, the 
inimitable, but non tali ingenio, which motto may be dog-latinly 
translated by the average accomplished reader. His book is 
styled Bearers of the Burden, *‘ being stories of land and sea’”’ 
(LAWRENCE AND BULLEN), and the gallant Major, who, presumably, 
has already told these stories to the celebrated corps to which 
he belongs, can be both amusing, as for instance in ‘ Parted 
Brassrays,’’ and pathetic, as in ‘*Terence of Trinity,’’ and, 
notably, in ‘*Shinny-beggar,’’ ‘‘Second Class Stoker,’’ and 
“The Man at the Window.’’ The Major’s work demands 
attentive perusal, his style being more narrative than dramatic, 
and one or two of his stories, at most, will be found sufficient 
for a quiet hour’s relaxation. As the coster says of his walnuts 
on sale, *‘ Pick ’em where you like,’’ you are safe to hit on a 
good one, but those mentioned above are ‘‘ of the best’ thinks, 
and 80 says THE BARON DE B.-W. 
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THE TIP-CAT SEASON HAS NOW COMMENCED. 
Street Urchin, ‘‘Now THEN, Op ’"UNn——ForeE !” 








DEPRECIATIONS. 
xI. 
GULIELMO DEL SARTO; 
Or, THE TAILOR-MADE GALLANT. 


But do not let us differ any more, 

No, my LuTETIA—mark the Latin name, 

Indicative of homage so removed 

I may not call you yet My Paris, Mine, 

As lettered on the tablets of My heart. 

I think you scarce conceive how bored I 
am,' 

Who love to live upon the lips of men, 

And even mobilize the mirth of Punch, 

And have of late endured a strange 
neglect, 

Being, i vulgar language, somewhat 
fs) 


*Tis why, in part, I send the present wire, 

Though ar be other reasons weightier 
still. 

And first, to speak of what should move 
you most, 

My trappings; symbol of the Self within. 

Be — to figure Me i’ th’ uniform 

Of Admiral of the Fleet, a sombre shade 

Less pure ccerulean than your Paris blue, 

Or ours of Prussia, yet a neatish thing 

And rather fetching in a gallant’s réle. 

Ah! nappy thought! A Romeo, I, who 
clim 


In fancy from the deck where I compose 
Toward you, My Juliet, pictured on the 
poop. 


| Why was I born a Potsdam Montague, 
| And you a Champs Elysées Capulet, 
With racial feuds to blast our budding 


loves ? 
| Far be it from the filial soul of Me 
| To cast reflections on My Grandpapa 
(God rest his bones!) who wrought the 
bloody work. 
Have I not done his memory all its due, 
| With marble dower of animated busts, 
With brazen statues larger than the life, 
With vessels Gross in title as in draught, 
With flags that flop in Hinterlandish airs, 
And - own name of WILLIAM, one with 
is? 
I make no mention here of wassail-bowls, 
Nor speeches spumed with wine wherein 
My fame, 
Lightly alluded to, was ever shown 
As but a Hohenzollern heritage, 
A chronic heirloom. Have I done enough ? 
I doubt I could not well have done much 
| more 
Though I had been Grandfather to Myself, 
One of the few things I can never be. 
You smile, LureTia? Ah! you cannot 
know 
What family feeling is; ’tis not your line! 
Bear with Me, if for these eleven years, 
Doing My duty as a Grandson should, 
Iseemed to overlook those obvious charms 
To which I hope herewith to make amends. 
Nor is this, as'a fact, My first advance, 
Who wooed you once with flattering words 
at Kiel, 





And sent your proxies homeward much 
impressed. 

But you were just then lifted up with 
pride, 

| Being or hard of one whose kiss has | 


prov 
Acid of Tartar. That, I hear, is past. | 
Besides—your pardon—things have hap- 
pened since 
(Affaires, you call them) which have further 


served, 
I’ th’ poet’s exquisitely fashioned phrase, 
To ‘‘veil your stomach.’”’ To our point 
again— 

How I have held you dear this many a day; 
For you were ever dimly in my thoughts 
When I would summon fancy to create 
Whole waggon-loads of lustrous uniforms, 
Superfluous, save for that one quenchless 


hope, 
Some day to show them forth with dazzling 
change, 
Moving beneath the eye of you and yours 
Mid floral tributes from the Gare de |’Est 
To the Arc de Triomphe, appositely named 
Against my coming—this next year (who 
knows ?), 
The date, they tell me, of a certain Show, 
For which your card is doubtless on the 
Way. 
Drop but the faintest hint, and I am there. 
In Me, LurTeTIA, you remark a man 
e will do when you let me come in sight) 
orld- , nursed he not this saving 


thought— 





| 
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“HOCH! HOCH! THE WOOING O’T!” 


DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


Romeo ° ° THE GERMAN EMPEROR. Juliet ° - La R&pusiigvE FRANGAISE. 
Juumer. ‘* WHAT MAN ART |THOU, THAT THUS BE- | I KNOW NOT HOW TO TELL THEE WHO I AM; 
SCREEN’D IN NIGHT, | MY NAME, DEAR SAINT, IS HATEFUL TO MYSELF, 


SO STUMBLEST ON MY COUNSEL?” BECAUSE IT IS AN ENEMY TO THEE.” 
RoMEO. “BY A NAME Romeo and Juliet, Act II., Sc. 2. 
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pane Sees & ES te craguest There I 


Sno pall of Sammgaan, dee My equal. 

Trifle —_ therefore, with My 
troth. 

Bethink you how great risk the lady 

With Duncan Gray (Hoch ! fom 4 I'd the 
wooing o’t !) ; 

That ‘‘ haughty hizzie” held her nose in 
air, 

And ‘‘she may gae to—France for me,’’ 
he said ; 

Meaning a warmer place. The time may 
come, 

I say it with no sort of wish to boast, 

When you may want my hand against the 
world, 

This mailéd fist now cased in velveteen. 

But yet I scorn to menace, as I scorn 

To lure your love with bribes. In any 


case 

I needs must hold by Elsass-Lothringen, 

Or fail in duty to my Grandpapa. 

It was his humour we should ‘keep the 
thing ; 

A harmless whim that cheered his waning 
hours, 

And so to be respected. And indeed 

The gift, if Mine to give, were little worth | 

Compared with what I offer you—Myself! 


Three bells o’ th’ second dog-watch? Ho, 
below ! 
Mess uniform of Midnight Sun Marines! 
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IRELAND V. WALES.—Sir THOMAS LIPTON, 


on behalf of the Shamrock, authorises the 


Press to deny the rumoured existence of a | 


leak. Quoting from Fluellen (Henry the 


Fifth, Act V., Sc. 1), he says, “There is | 


not enough leek to swear by.’”’ Is this | 


another insult to the gallant little princi-| 


pality ? 








rey 


THE TAMING OF THE WHITE ELEPHANT. 


Uncle Sam. ‘*He’s a fine brute, but he takes a | 
tarnation time to tame, I wonder if friend John 
would buy him >” 

(“The feeling throughout America of dissatis- 
faction at thee conduct of the Filipino war is 
ont daily, and threatens a serious political 

t to the administration.”"—Daily Paper. ] 


— 


| Host (with a touch of asperity, as the bagpipes strike up suddenly). ‘*DINNA YE LIKE THE PIPEs?” 
Southron (recollecting himself). ‘‘OH, IT WAS SO SUDDEN !”’ 





A CLERICAL ERROR. 


[One of the papers has been asking, ‘‘ What is 
the best i - ge a holiday?’’ The Rev. 
S1Las OCKING suggests “total abstention 
from tobacco and alcohol. 5) 

IF change of occupation 
Be really rest, I said, 
I'll banish, this vacation, 

The weed to which I’m wed. 
I’ll none of cham nor sherry, 
Beer, cider-cup nor perry, 
But, if I can, wax merry 

On lemanade instead. 


I'll to the Thames. A boat’ll 
No doubt make me forget 
That I have turned teetotal, 
And charm away regret. 
And by the river’s ripple 
| With KIPLinG I will kiple, 
And then I’ll crave no tipple, 
Nor e’en a cigarette. 


ht a quiet harbour 
moored me to a snag, 





I 50 


Embowered in an arbour 
Of gold and purple flag. 
But ah! the more I kipled, 
The more the river rippled, 
The more I would have tippled, 
The more I craved for shag. 


At length, my boat releasing, 
I swiftly pulled away. 
‘* Ah, give me work unceasing 
If this be holiday.”’ 
And as the dingey stranded 
Beside the ‘‘ Swan,”’ I landed 
And instantly demanded 
A pewter and a clay. 





The Outcome of the Hot Weather. 


Brown (perspiring). How many dog-days 
are there ? 
Jones (limp). Give it up. 
Brown (faintly). As many as there are 
d 
» (weaker). Why? 
Brown. Because every dog has his day. 
[JONES moribund. 
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THE “RAISON D’ETRE.” 


He. ‘‘ AND HOW DID you ENJoY HENLEY Recatra?” 

She. ‘‘Ou, IMMENSELY. IT WOULD BE QUITE PERFECT IF IT 
WEREN'T FOR THE Umprre’s LAUNCH, AND THE BELL, AND THE 
STARTING GUN, AND THOSE BOTHERING RacING FELLOWS, WHO KEEP 
GETTING IN THE WAY OF THE Boats!” 
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THE BAROMETER OF FAME; 
OR, READINGS FROM ANY AUTHOR’S ANEROID. 


Letter No. 1.—G.iass RISING STEADILY. 


DEAR MR. Rockett,—I wish I could tell you how very proud I 
feel that you should have sent me your lovely novel, Excelsior. 
I have heard such praises of it and was so longing to get it, but 
little imagined that I should ever possess a copy presented by 
the author! I devoured it at once and was thrilled and 
fascinated to the last degree. There are so many things I 
should like to say to you about it but can’t write. I wish you 
would come to tea to-morrow and let me thank you in person. I 
shall be in about five, and so delighted to see you if you can spare 
time to look in. Do come! Yours sincerely, 

MERCURIA SILVERQUICK. 


Letter No. 2.—SetT Fair. 


My DEAR MR. Rockett,—How kind of you! I couldn’t sleep 
last night till I had finished A Trail of Fire. It is really too 
enthralling. I simply can’t get it out of my thoughts. It must 
be delightful to be able to write such splendid books. Every- 
body is saying it is even better than Excelsior. Will you dine 
with us quietly on Thursday fortnight at eight? Quite a small 
party—only the Firz-STILTONS and the NORMAN-CONKLINGS, who 
are dying to make your acquaintance. Please don’t have an 
engagement. With many, many thanks and warmest congratula- 
tions, Yours very sincerely, MERCURIA SILVERQUICK. 


Letter No. 3.—UNSETTLED. 


MY DEAR MR. Rooxett,—I wish I knew how to thank you for 
your delightful present of Crepitations. I haven’t dared to 
begin it = because I have such quantities of things to do, and 
I know that if I once open it, I shall be unable to put it down 


| have really been unable till now to write and acknowledge your 
| kind present of your latest story, Purple Stars. One seems to 


| and really well-written. Everybody raves about it. I wonder 


time and can do it justice. With best thanks and all good 
wishes for its success, believe me, 
Yours always most sincerely, MEROURIA SILVERQUICK, 


Letter No. 4.—CHANGE. 
Deak MR. Rockett,—I have been so frightfully busy that ] 


have so little time for serious reading, but I hope to snatch 4 
spare half hour nowand then. What is so nice about your books 
is that one can take them up and put them down at any moment 
and feel thoroughly rested. Have you read Catherine’s Wheel? 
It is far the most brilliant novel I have come across for 
what you think of it? Yours most sincerely, 
M. SILVERQUICK, 


Letter No. 5.—GLass FALLING. 


Deak MR. Rockett,—Thanks so much for sending me Ending 
in Smoke. You know how interested I am in all youp 
writings. I shall look forward to perusing your latest. I have 
been meaning to write to you for ever so long—but something 
has always turned up to prevent me, and I never seem to hear of 
you now. What a pleasant change in the weather after all that 
heat! Now I must stop, as I am just off to lunch at the Berkeley 
to meet that delightful Mr. FLASHLIGHT, the author of Roman 
Candles, which is making such a tremendous sensation. Haye 
you heard of it, and isn’t it wonderful? Yours always, M.§, 

Letter No. 6.—MucuH Raln. 
DEAR MR. RocKETT,—Did I write to thank you for The Fall of 
a Stick—or didn’t 1? It’s so long ago, and I have had such heaps 
to do that I really forget. Iam very glad to possess the book, 
How nicely it is got up! Yours in haste, M.S, 





SUPPRESSED STANZAS. 


(From Verses on ‘*‘ A Channel Passage, 18—,’’ not by 
Mr. A——n C s S——e.) 


* > = * . 


anes pine hearing the thirsty cries made speed and hurried 

‘ain , 

To the bar whence “Special ’’ they bade him bring, anon, and 
yet once again ; 

Till a faint cloud menaced with murk and gloom to darken the 
joys of life, 

And the sense of the rapturous yielded soon to a presage of 
coming strife. 

_- 





* - * 


Stern ~ meas and pallid and flushed—alternate, a-gasp for 


reath, 
To the bulwarks I leaped with a grim green grin, and panted for 
naught but death ; 
One mortal hour (but three hours it seemed) of lurid reckless 


despair, 

Though the earth might fend, and the sea sink through to the 
fire I would take no care, 

And with thoughts too strong for the heart to tell, and with 
pangs too bitter for speech, 

I yearned to throw them where sea-fowls feed, as far as the ken 
could retch (sic). 


Such sorrow, such qualm, such woeful heave of the queasy 
diaphragm, 

Writhed, griped, squirmed, shuddered, and wrung the heart, 
that had force for never a dram ; 

And the cool faint sneer and the mocking brow of those that 
themselves were free, 

Joined pangs of spirit to bodily throes—the wrath of the tyrant 


sea ; 

And lo! at the sharp clear basin’s clang with a groan I sank on 
the deck 

And of what more happed in the Channel’s Chops I could 
neither write nor reck. 








How TO OONVERT A Laee-MeTrorD Ririz.—Take it to your 
“Unele’s.” Then, if you leave it in his care, it will have 
become temporarily a ‘‘ * pop ’-gun.”’ 





A Ganurns TrimMer.—A fair-minded politician who, La # 
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hand, takes a single sheet of paper and writes equally 





both sides. 


—_ 





till I have finished it. So I shall wait until I have a nice quiet 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ExTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Tosy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 10.— 
Full muster to-night; Tithes Bill in Com- 
mittee. Something like return to old 
fighting form. Benches not only crowded, 
gathering animated. Seemed at first as 
if between them SPEAKER and Chairman of 
Committees would pass the bill, reporting 
it to House without amendment. At out- 
set SPEAKER performed ‘‘the hat trick.’’ 
Beforesingle score had been made he bowled 
over, one after another, the three instruc- 
tions which stood in front of bill going 
into Committee. Had he in any one case 
bowled a wide the game would have gone 
on all night, Committee being postponed. 
As soon as House got in Committee, 
LowTHER, J. W., took eighteen wickets 
right off! That beats the record ; as indeed 
does the number of wickets. As a mere 
matter of fact they were amendments the 
Chairman ruled out of order. But these 
things are an allegory. 

Ministerialists, rallying round the old 
flag, were relieved to learn what was 
expected of them. 

‘“* Vote early and vote often, dear boys,”’ 
said WALROND. ‘* But don’t make 
speeches.’’ 

WALTER LONG, with a spare dog-muzzle 
in his coat-tail pocket, naturally quite at 
home in these circumstances. Looked round 
with pleased satisfaction as gentlemen be- 
low gangway strictly limited their conver- 
sation to Yea, Yea and Nay, Nay. Only 
exception was CRIPPS. CRIPPS the Carrier 
of much useful information, sound logic, 
impregnable argument. Obliged to dump 
down his load somewhere. Spread it out 
to-night before Opposition, delighted to 
have drawn somebody. As for CRIPPS, he 
drew the SQUIRE OF MALWOOD, who plunged 
into the debate as the seals jump into the 
blue Pacific at the Golden Gate. 

By the way, SARK tells me that when he 
was at San Francisco watching the seals, 
he saw one which bore a strong personal 
resemblance to the SQUIRE; the same 
majestic presence, the same profile, and 
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M‘Kenna’s “ Trick ’’-HAT—BY FAVOUR OF 
Mr. Sam Evans, 


(Mr. R-g-n-ld M‘K-nna.) 


the same aspect of unerring wisdom. But 
that is another story. 

The SQuIRE in-his element to-night. 
Real fighting going on in a field where 
once before he led a minority to a great 
victory. Watched with sad interest by 
St. MICHAEL AND ALL ANGELS. It is the 
mere ghost of the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
EXCHEQUER who occasionally stalks in, sits 
low down the Treasury Bench, listens to 
WALTER LONG making the best of a bill 
which, only last year, St. MICHAEL de- 
clared to be unnecessary and impracticable. 
The Opposition would rather hear Sr. 
MICHAEL on the bill than Cripps. Sr. 
MICHAEL says nothing, though, like a well 
known bird, he thinks the more. 

Business done.—House in Committee on 
Tithes Bill. 

Tuesday.—More than ever like old times. 
Crowded seats; bicker of many tongues ; 
PRINCE ARTHUR on the pounce; closure ; 
cries of ‘‘Gag!’’ and, that nothing may be 
lacking, M‘KENNA fitting on SAM EVANs’s 
hat in order that he may wrangle with 
Chairman of Committees on point of 
order. 

Odd thing that other hat trick. When 
House has been cleared for a division 
debate is closed. If member has anything 
to say on point of order he may address 
Chair if he remain seated with his hat on. 
M‘KENNA literally oozing with points of 
order, only, at critical moment, he hadn’t 
a hat handy. Remembered what he has 
read about Mr. G. in similar predica- 
ment. It was in the 1880 Parliament, when 
Mr. G. was Premier. Something occurred 
to him urgently demanding utterance. 
Chanced that House was cleared for 
division ; not even Leader might pass the 
time of day. Mr. G.’s hat in his room; 








(Sir W-ll-m H-re-rt.) 


borrowed HERSCHELL’s; found it three 








sizes too small; no time for selection; 
hat accordingly balanced on bridge of 
nose, after manner of conjurer at the fair 
with piece of straw, while Mr. G. delivered 
his soul. 

So to-night M‘KEnNA, more fortunate in 
fit of borrowed hat, observed the quaint 
ordinance, 

An appreciable portion of the so-called 
sitting spent in walking round the lobbies. 
PRINCE ARTHUR always ready to fill up any 
gap in the conversation by moving the 
closure. That means two divisions, first 
on the closure, then on the question it has 
been decided shall forthwith be put. All 
very well in the temperate zone; with the 
temperature over eighty in the shade it 
tells upon some people. 

Business done.—Tithes Bill driven 
through Committee with the hammer of 
the closure. 


Friday.—Four o’clock and afinemorning! 
Half-an-hour ago daylight, coyly peeping 
in, found us, still nearly three hundred 
strong, worrying round the Tithes Bill. 
Have finished the task, and are going home 
with the milk. PRINCE ARTHUR has seen 
it through, so has CAWMELL-BANNERMAN 
and the SQUIRE OF MALWoop. The pry- 
ing dawn creeping about the Treasury 
Bench discovers some slight touch of 
pallor on the usually rubicund countenance 
of the PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD OF AGRI- 
CULTURE. It has been a tough job for him, 
but he has come out of it remarkably well. 

As the Tithes Bill prattled to him when 
PRINCE ARTHUR, taking up the infant, 
tenderly pressed it into his arms, ‘‘ Love 
me WALTER, love me LONG.”’’ 

“‘T will,’’ said the PRESIDENT OF THE 
BOARD OF AGRICULTURE, brushing away an 
unbidden tear. And he has been true to 
his pledge. 

All the more to his credit since the little 
Bill has not been altogether what you call 
a pleasant or a popular child. Nobody, at 
least not anybody in the House, particu- 
larly wanted it. But there it was, 
unexpected and forlorn. WALTER LONG 
took it to his manly breast, and now, at 
this uncanny hour of the morning, having 








“A Beacar to THINK.” 
(Sir M, H-cks-B-ch.) 
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brought it through all its nursery troubles 
— rickets, whooping cough, teething, 
searlatina, and eke the mumps—trium-| 
phantly passes it on for the next stage of 
its growth. 


TEN REASONS WHY THAT CUP WAS 
LEFT AT BISLEY. 


(Compiled by One who ** Wasn’t in it.’’) 
1. BECAUSE the wind was in the wrong 





THE BIRDS OF PARADISE, 


Bf wholesale slaughter of birds for fashion. 
a 


e purposes still continues. 
signments included 8,000 birds of Paradise. 
Daily News.) 
SPARE us, ladies! ’tis for you 
That the fowlers snare us, 
That they ruthlessly pursue 





With their guns and scare us, 
’Tis for you that we do fly 
Screaming, wounded, through the sky, 
*Tis for you we drop and die— 

Spare us, ladies, spare us! 


Ladies, hear our widowed wail ! 
Be a little kinder ! 
Look upon the bloody trail 
Fashion leaves behind her. 
Look upon this slaughtered heap, 
Where our hapless brothers sleep, 
Look, oh ladies, look and weep, 
As ye linger near them ; 
And these fledgeiings, hear them ery 
When their parents come not nigh, 
Calling in their agony 
Those that cannot hear them. 


Birds of Paradise, forsooth ! 
Shame, ye mortals, shame! 

Give us, an ye love the truth, 
Give another name. 

Spare your irony; the jest 
Doth not fit you well ; 

Look upon this bleeding breast, 

Look on this deserted nest 

And call us, as befits us best, 
Call us birds of Hell. 


Nay, but, ladies, can it be, 
You, so fair and pretty, 

Are the tyrants whose decree 

Means our endless misery ? 

That your eyes, so fair to see, 
Hold no drop of pity ? 

Nay, we will not wrong you so; 
Think upon our sorrow, 

And ye surely will forego 
These poor plumes ye borrow. 

One brief, passing vain delight 
Ye will sacrifice, 

Once again in sunshine bright 

Let us take our gladsome flight, 
For with you it lies. 

Free from fear and free from pain 

Let us live and love again, 

And our title still retain— 
Birds of Paradise. 





PRINCE ARTHUR has taken general over- | quarter and the sun shining right in my 
sight of the bringing up; the SOLICITOR- | eyes, 
GENERAL, Utility Man of the Ministry, has; “9, Because there was no wind, and the 
acted as dry nurse ; the CHANCELLOR OF THE | range was covered with a mist. 
EXCHEQUER has hovered about the Treasury | 3, Because the other competitors were 


Bench like a perturbed spirit. WALTER! talking when I was getti my sights 
Lone has been in regular unflagging at- | adjusted. 1 ae ae 








tendance throughout the weary sittings. 
Found a companion of his long suffering 
in Chairman of Committees. Been a hard 
row to hoe for LOWTHER, J. W. The sort 
of thing to try a man’s mettle. J. W.’s 
has rung true. Not been any doubt since 
he took the Chair of his fitness for it. 
Never before to-night had such arduous job. 
In its accomplishment has displayed in- 


estimable qualities of fairness and firm-| 
ness, lightened here and there by flashes | 
of grim humour much enjoyed by wearied | 


Committee. Business done.—Tithes Bill 
through Committee. 





MENTHOL CULTURE.—The art of sniffing 
peppermint. 


4. Because a dog barked at the critical 
moment. 

5. Because the markers were not 
sufficiently careful to note that a bull is 
not an outer. 

6. Because there is no justice in this 
world. 

7. Because one’s own opinion is never 
“—y in preference to that of the official 
staff. 

8. Because the turf was unsuitable to 
taking up the proper position. 

Ra Because it was given to some one 
else. 

10. Because, most important of all, there 
was no chance of doing anything with 
such ammunition. 








Seep 
WHY NOT? 
The cold water Bath-chair for hot weather. " 
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